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Author's Notes: 

HELLO! Remember me? Haven't been around much lately at all (I work in healthcare so there's that!) but it's 
really good to see this place is still going strong and everyone seems to be staying safe and well. So this is 
short and | don't exactly know if its going to be more than one chapter but this is the first time I've had the 
chance to come up with anything and I'm really happy just to be doing this again! 


"Hey, Iz" Slash cries as he bounds into the living room like an overgrown and very hairy puppy. "How you doin’? 


Where's Axl? Isn't it a fuckin’ beautiful day?" 
lzzy eyes him warily. 
"l'm good, | don't know and yes it is," he replies. 


"Ok, great," Slash garbles, "so, are you doin’ anything later?" 


"Well, let me think. | have a ‘How to dance like Fred Astaire’ class at five and after that l'm due to address the 
United Nations again but apart from that, no." 


Sarcasm sucks, Slash decides so he twists his eyes and sticks his tongue out at his friend. 

Who completely ignores him. 

"When you're done with being a smartass, there's someone | want all of you to meet tonight," he says. 
"No," answers Izzy. 

"Whaddya mean, no?" 

"| mean no. As in ‘Fuck off, | don't want to meet whoever it is you want me to meet’, ok?" 


It is most certainly not ok. Slash really wants Izzy to meet this guy, he really wants ALL of them to meet this 
guy. 


"C'mon, Iz," he wheedles, "it'll only take a few minutes out of your extraordinarily busy day of sitting on your 
ass and staring out the window!" 


"Slash, last time you asked me to meet someone, it turned out to be Steven. Who proceeded to move in, didn't 
move back out, eats like a horse, drinks like a guppy, contributes nothing financially and has the IQ of a 
spectacularly dim gnat!" 

"He did a grocery shop on Saturday!" Slash says defensively. 

"Two dozen eggs and a fifth of whiskey does not constitute a grocery shop!" Izzy counters. 


Slash shrugs. 


"Ok, so he's not an ideal house mate but he's a great drummer and Axl doesn't scream at him as much as he 


used To anymore," he points out. 


"I stopped screaming at him because it was a total waste of time, effort and energy,’ comes Axl's voice as he 


wanders into the room and sits next to a disgruntled looking Izzy. 
"Yo Izzy, my old pal, how are you doin’? he asks. 
lm not your old pal, fuckwit!" Izzy snarls. 


‘Oooh! Someone's in a mood! Is it your time of the month again?!" Axl guffaws to sniggers from Slash. 


"Well, judging by the squeals and pleas of ‘Oh, Slash! Yeah, right there! coming from your room last night, its 
definitely not yours!" 


Axl blushes to the roots of his hair. 

"Fuck off, dickbrain," he mutters. 

"Anyway," Slash interrupts, "I met this guy today and he's a bass player. A really good one too. | think he'd be 
a great addition to the band so | asked him to come by tonight after he finishes work so we can like, interview 


him and shit." 


"We're going to ‘interview’ this guy and then shit?!" Izzy asks sardonically and Axl chokes on his cigarette with 
laughter. 


"Yer fuckin’ hilarious Stradlin," Slash snipes, "maybe you could do standup if the band doesn't work out. Which it 
won't if we don't get ourselves a bassist before we play next Wednesday and | seem to be the only person 
who actually gives a crap about that!" 

Axl leans forward and pats him soothingly on the hip. 

"Calm yourself Saulie boy, we'll meet this guy and see how it goes, ok?" 

Now it's Izzy's turn to choke. 

"SAULIE BOY? YOU CALL HIM SAULIE BOY? That's fuckin’ brilliant! | can't wait to tell Steven! SAULIE BOY!" he 
yells, wrapping his arms around his stomach and sliding off the sofa to curl up in a ball on the floor as he 
laughs hysterically. 


Slash's face is the same colour as Axl's hair. 


"Fuck's sake, Ax! Why did you have to call me that in front of this prick?" he whines as he gives Izzy a 
petulant but half hearted kick in the ass. 


Izzy sits up and wipes tears of mirth from his eyes. 

‘Oh Christ!" he gasps, "thank you! | haven't laughed like that for a long, long time!" 

"So you'll meet this guy then?" Slash asks hopefully, face still scarlet and Izzy nods. 
"Great!" Slash cries, "he'll be here around eight. His name's Duff and he's from Seattle." 


"Duff?" says Axl, "his name is Duff? What the fuck kinda name is that?" 


"Yeah, not like our names. | mean, W. Axl Rose, Izzy Stradlin and Slash are very normal and commonplace 
worldwide," Izzy says loftily and hauls himself upright. "Let's tidy up a little, make a good first impression on 


this Duff person" 


"We only have til eight, no way we can have this place looking good in," Axl checks his watch, "six hours!" 
Slash grins. He can't wait for them to meet Duff. 


It'll be the start of something great, he just knows it! 


